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"Whe that has loved kiawe do! the tender tale
W hich flowers reveal when lip are eey to

U11T
Whose youth has paused not, dreaming ii the

sale.
Where the nth violet dwell!

"Le whea they shrink aleng the lovely brake,
Under the iaaflesa, maUochol y tree;

Kot ret the cuckoo sings, nor glides the enake,
nor wild tbyma lore the

"Yet at their sight and scant entreated and
uriiru,

All June seams golden In the Aprfl skies:
How sweet the days we yearn for, Ull fulfill'd

u aistani raradii

"Dear land, t which Desire for erer fleas,
Time doth no prttent to the grasp allow;

Say, In the fiVd Eternal ehall wa seize
At last the fleeting Now T

"J??m BOt 0f d,y' 10 come th"t ""Whither hope wanders (maze without a cine:)
Gia their true witchery to the flowers thsir

own
Youth In their youth renew.

"Avarice! ramembar whan the cowslip's fold
Lured and ret lost its r litter in thv rruo

Da thy boards (lad the mora than those of
old?

Tk wither" d la thy clasp.

"From theaa thy clasp falla palsied! It wa
risa

That thoa wart rich; thy coffers are a lie!
Alas, poor fool! joy la the wealth of men.

And care their property!
"Come foil'd Ambition! what hast then dsslreT

Empire and power! 0! wanderer, tempaat
tost.

These once toert thine, when life's gay spring
Inspired

Thy soul with glorias loot!

"Let the flowers charm the to the jocund
prime.

When e'er the stars rapt fancy traced the
chart;

Thoa hadtt an angel's power In that bleat time,
Thy realms a heman heart!

"Hark! bark! again the tread of bash fill feet!
Hark! the boughs rustling roand thy trjstiag-place- !

Let air again with one dear breath be awert,
Each fair with one dear fase!

"Brief-Use- d first flowers, first lore! the hours
steal on

To prank the woild i a summer's pomp of
has:

Bat what shall flaunt beneath a fiercer sun
Worth what we lose in youT

"Oft, by a flower, a leaf, la some loved book
We mark the lines that charm as most. Re-

trace
Thy life, recall it lo repeat passage; look.

Dead violets keep the place!"

The Urtle
From fjfaunberi't Edinburgh Journal.

One evening in the month of July 1525,
child about ten years old, "badly dressed,

and with bare feet, was driving a flo:k of
neep across a plain in Ficardy. Young

M e was, nis countenance was grave, and
pale, and his large dark eyes were intently
fled on a book, which he held in Lis open
Hand; while, but for the watchful care of
a dog that accompinied him, his fleecy
ullage mignt Lave strayed in every cluec
lion without his being conscious of it. He
waJied slowly on. still lookin at hia book
uuil, as he was passing a cottage, a voice
jiuiu ii ooor recalled him Irom his abstrac
lion.

W hat, Pierre, are you going to pass by
your old friend Louison, without saying
gO;d-evening- ?'

These words were spoken by an old
wyman, w cow as spinning at the threshold.

'No, good Louison,' replied the boy with
a very serious air; 'I intended to call and
embrace you.

How say you that, Pierre! said the ol
la - a

wuiuau. ud9 wouia trunk you were go
jug bbj, ana mat we wore never to see
you again.

ii
l hope,J, whenever, I see. vou,...to find you

veu ana nappy, replied the child.
And always ready to share my luncheon

with my little Pierre, who on Sunday has
the kindness to come and read prayers for
uie, since i t.ave oecome too leeble to gu to
church myself. Here, Pierre, take this lit--
ue nice white ior which the baker rave. ok u i.t -uo una uiuruujg, ana tnese iresh nuts end
stay, r.ut this in you pocket. What's the
child afraid oft 'tis only a silver sixpence.
Ah, Pierre, yoj have fine eyes, and a large
high forehead. Do you know 1 often think
you are not destined to keep cheep all your
life : something tells me you will be a great
man one of these days. Still one thing

pu" "" jou remain here in this vil-
lage St. Gobain, how are you ever to
become great! a man whom every one
will tali of and say. Do you know that
he was onca Jiule La Ramee, the ton of

rxamee the charcoal-burner- , and Cali-nett- e
his wife?'

Indeed, Louison, I do'nt think I shall
remain long at St. Gobain. Who knows?
better days may come; and then added
he, throwing his little caresaing arms rotrad
the old woman's neck, 'when you do'm
ee me here, you will pray to God for me?

Farewell, dear Louison, I shall never fonmt
you

Why, what do you mean by that, Pierre?
Pierrot!'

But Pierre was already out of hearing;
an having overtaken bis sheep, drove them
towards a farmhouse which stood at some
distance, surrounded by piles of charcoal.
On his way be stopped at an old oak tree,
and climbing it lower branches, he placed
in a deep hollow among them the bread.
tie nuts, and the silver coin which Louison
bad given him. As he was retting down.
no leu nis leg grasped by a powerful hand

Ah, little robber of bird's nest, ha F
caught youT said a loud, good-nature- d

voice.
Oh, Richard, is that vou?' said Pierre

You startled me: I thought at first it was
my lather.

'You; father came home long ago; and
wnen your mother went to the fold, f he
found a very sorry account of her sheep

VU UJ J SBiVWlJW WV Ail tVV saUlIJT
'Yes, but that's not all' replied Richard;

while she was looking for the sheep, she
found something else a book! and you
never saw such a fuss as she made about a
it

I hope see will give me back my book
aid rierre, speaking more to himself than n

to his father s servant.
As he entered the house after putting tp

the sheep, his mother met him, and Mid
coldly, Ga in; your father wants to speak
to you

A rough-lookin- g man was seated at a
table laid for supper, his eyes were fiied on
the fire, and his band rested on the book
found ur the sheepfold.

'Husband, here is Piene
La Ramee looked up. 'What has hap.

pened to keep you so late'.
Nothing, father-- ; :..:To whom does this book belong'
To me, father
Who gave it you?
I did, air aid Richard; I gave him

money to buy U

ii??. 60 do wi,J k childr ly
fathaw.

I read father

You read it!' cried hit futher and mother
together: 'and where did you lean to
read?'

1 taught him said Richard. Ths lit
tle fellow, did tne a service one day, and I
returned it hy doing him nnother.

A fine service truly! said Calinette.
If this child is ruined, Richard, we shall

hare you to thank for it. Teach film to
read! Did euy one ever bear such folly? I

Perhaps you Lave taught him to write too?'
'Alas. I can't, do that myself, mistress!'

replied Kichard.
'That's fortunate, I'm sure; and I should

like to know what good will learning ever
do him:

'That's not the question, wife said La
Kamee: 'certainly, if I could, I should
like to have him instructed; but poverty is
a sad thing

. .j i s a a a aun, indeed it is, said 1'ierre, with a
deep sigh. Then taking courage, he ad
dad, 'However, father, if yon would'

Send you too school, I suppose you
mean?' interrupted his father. Vou know!
I have not the means; I can't afford to feed
idle mouths

Hei is your supper said his mother,
giving him a basin oi soup and a bit of
brown bread.

May I hiva my book?' asked Pierre,
taking bis supper with one hand, and ex
tending the other toward his father.

ihe letter handed it to him, and asked,
Who wrote tins book?

Jean de Koly replied Pierre.
'Who was that priest?' asked his mother.

as she continued to help the soup.
'He w a one of the most eloquent orators

of the last century, mother replied the
cruid. lie was chancellor and archdeacon
of the church cf Notre Dame in Puis.
He knew how to read and write too ad
ded Pierre, with a nigh; 'so that in 1481,
w hen parliament sent a remonstrance to
Louis XI., it was he who composed it.
Afterwards in 14S3, the clergy of Paris
sent him to the assembly of the States - 1

uenerai at J ours, wuere he apoke of the
suppression of abuses. Charles VIII,, the

vV a -son ct AJU and tne lather of our pre - 1

sent King, Louis All., was so much pleased j
with him, that he appointed him his almon
er, and kept him at court.

1 here, there that will do, cried Cali
nette

'You bee now 1 was the means of teach
ing all that to the I i til a fellow said Rich
ard proudly

t ine things, I ni sure, to teach him! Go
to bed. Mister Wiseacre added she, giv- -

ng ner son . a slight push and look
for your Jean Joly!'

Jean de Koly, mother, and I can't eo
look, lor rum, Decause he died twenty-s- n

years ago,
Ik t for that, I suppose you'd go to him,

and nil the grand people in Paris; and
on, loisioih, the son ot a charcoal burner

in Pic ard!'
'My lather certainly burns charcoal

said Piene in a low tone; 'and yet he has
penile blood in his veins,

And you think yourself a gentleman, 1

suppose; said 1.1.1 mother.
'Oh cried the boy, 'I care not for rank

or wealth; all l went is to gain knowl- -

edge.
Well, go to bed, and dream that you

"'ii if mi me samet.
2j , . . . . i
wwu-ui-i- n, ii.uuH.1, KoJU-Illi:- miner:. ,, .l i n- - i .T.-v- . I

gooa.n.gr.i, jucaara; said nerre, and wenl
to aieep in me stable, among bis sheep.

The next morning, w hen Pierre orepaied
as usual to take out his flock for the day.
he paused on the threshold of his father's
cottage, ard turning back, said, 'Kiss me,
mother.

What for, child replied Cslinette.
Old Louison says replied Pierre, that

we never know when we may die. If you
were never to e me again

'What strange ideas the boy has!' said
his mother, giving him a heartv kiss.
There, Pierrot; 'us time for you to to

An hour afterwards, Pierre, t avine led
his flock to their nccustomed pasture, com
mended hiui to tie care ot Ins faithful doz.

a. I a. - V
and turned nis eiers toward tne raris road.
Something in his heart reproached him for
leaving hid parent, and told him that an
enterprise commenced against their wishes
could not prosper; but the boy tried to sti
fle the uneasy feeling, and walked on, car
rying a puck ami a Duncue containing a
charge of clothed, a few books, and the
provision given him by old Louison

He hid not gon far when he aw Rich- - J

ard coming toward him.
Where are yoj going? asked the man.
I can t tell you, Richard; fc-- r if they

ask you at home, I want you to be able to
say yon do not know.

I rue 8s it, child you re rome to leave
us; and the old servant s voice faltered
Jhe apoke.

Richard, said the child, bursting into
tears, 'dear Jtichard, do nt betray me.
You taught me to read; that was

. like open--
a S a

uig tne gate ol a Dtautilul garden, and now
want to enter and taste the fruit. I am

going to Pans.
'Without your Intners permission?
Yes; yon know if I had asked him, he

would have refused. I shall never forget
you, Richard; and when 1 am learned and
happy' He could say no more: but
d&ahing away the tears that blinded hirn,
was some distance on his way before Inch.
ard turneixlowly toward home.

That evening there was sad consterna
tion in the farmhouse when the sheen re
turned under the sole escort cf Loulou the
dog.

- " w"a 1 mm

rierre: i lerre: wnere is nerrer re
sounded on all sides.

.
'n satmctiani aione sat silently m a corner

praying God to protect tho little traveler.
After much fatigue, Pierre La Ramee at

length reached Paris. While nasnine
. . .. . p i

througn trie country, he was kindly received,
lodged and fed by the peasaata, so that he
had no occasion to spend the few sous he Bt

possessed. But it was different in the great
city; there he was obliged to purchase a
piece of bread, and having eaten it to seek

lodging w here he best could. The cot.
ered entrance to the market aScrded a tot--

erable sheltei; and there, with a Blone for
pillow, Pierre managed to sleep soundly,

Next morning he was awoke early by the !

noise of tie town; and seeing" number of '

children going towsud a school, he followed I

them to the gate. They entered, and he
remained standing alone. Hi heart beat I

fast, and taking courage, he knocked at the I

The porter opened it. 'What do you
want?

'I want to enter and listen to what is go--1

ingoo, replied the little stranger wiuisim-- 1

plicity
Who are you' ' .V, ... - ,

A poor child come on foot from his own
village to acquire learning ' . the

uan you pay for admission?
Alas! I have nrthing in the world

'Then I advise yoa to go back as coiek
as you can,' add the porter, shutting the J

door in his face, ; I

Still the child was' not discouuged; ha ,

wt dowft cfctluTenf he
thought, 'will soon be coming out; perhaps
one of them will take pity on me.' ,

" He waited patiently until the great gats
opened, and the scholars, leaping and shout-

ing for joy, rushed out tumultuooaly. No
one minded poor Pierre; and he might have
remained quite unnoticed, had he not start
ed forward to raise a little boy, whose foot
had tripped against a atone.

Are you hurt, little master? asked
Pierre.

No thank you replied the child, and
paused on.

Fancy the despair of poor little La Ra.
ooee when he found himself once more
before that large green gate, which seemed
resolved never to admit him. Still be
waited until the pupils returned; and as the
child who had fallen passed by, he saluted
him.

Master said Pierre, advancing.
'Here said the child, offering him a

piece of money,
'It is not that,' said Pierre, drawing back

his hand.
What, then?' asked the pupil, with sur.

wise.
'Lend me ona of your books, little mas-te- r;

I will return it when you come out.'
What good will that 'do you?' said the

child, greuiy astonished.
Oh, a jrreat deal; it will make ma very

happy
'Here, then said the pupil giving him

the first book that came to hand.
It was a Latin grammar. Pierre opened

it, and turned over the leaver without being
able to comprehend a sentence. When its
little owner came out, Pierre returned it
to him with a sigh. I will
lend you French book said the child;
sad he kept his word.

But In Una world reading and learning
arc not it ia necessary like-
wise to eat; and in order to do this, how- -

lever sparingly, Pierre was obliged by de
green to sell part of his clothes, and yet
sleep in the open air. Hunger and misery
produced their

- .
usual effects,

"...and the poor
child felt that las frame was sinking.

'Thin, thought he, is a just punishment
from God, for leaving home without my
parents perniiHsion. Oh, my poor moth- -

er. 1 have caused you grief enough with
out adding to It the anguish of hearing one
day that your son died far away from you,
without your blessing, or hearing you say
that you forgave him. My God, give me
strength to go home

The prayer was heard. Some time af.
ter wards Pierre once more entered his na-

tive fields, feeling that he had done very
wrong, and deserved puuishment, yet full
of trust in his parents' affection.

Richard wu the first to see Pierre. He
raUier guessed it was he than recognised
him; for the poor child was so altered, so
pale and so thin, that he looked like the
shadow of the pretty little La Ramee.
Richard caught him in his arms, and hug'
ged him with transport.

'Oil how they wept lor you! said he; 'and
what difficulty I had in keeping your se
cret. ell, have you seen Paris? Is it as
lareo as people say? Have you learned
great deal there? Are you very wise now?1

P!m mitp nlv l Ktntr en hut litll
Lf Pan rA i rmm

8S when 1 set out. Oh, Richard, 1 hav
DuiicicHj a Kitafc ucai, criviaiir iiuui uuir

Il ninlhpr fuller hru ihoV" - -S"- - Jjt then they reached the cottage door
'i'be pajenu of Pierre tried to look stern
and iinforriwinB. hiar it mmiXA nnt An TK
father s eyes filled with tears while he told
his son that he had forfeited his affection,
and the mother covered him with kisses
while she protested that she would never
embrace him again in her life.

Come, said a brother of Calinetto, who
had lately taken up his abode with the
family, 'this ia the return of the Prodira!
Son. Let every one embrace him and be
satisfied. Vou, brother-in-la- forgive the
little fellow; and you, sister, give him some
good warm soup. And do you, my boy
promise your parents not to leave home
again.

v uhout uieir permission, said Pierre.
What! do you think still of returning?'

'Yes, uncle.'
'Notwithstanding all that you have suf

fered?'
Oh, to suffer is nothing! to learn is every

thing!
Astonished at this determination, the

uncle considered for a moment, and then
said 'Your desire shall be accomplished,
nephew;

.
it would be a pity to disappoint so- " a

much couragt) and perseverance. 1 am an
old man without children, and I have a few
gold coins lying idle in my trunk: 1 think,
brother, 1 11 e en spend them in indulging
our young scapegrace: what do you sayr

1 say, Vincent, that if you will pay for
his schooling, I do not desire better than to
have him instructed, ,and 1 will readily al
low bin to return to Paris

Great was the joy of Pierre at hear
ing these wonla. Behold him again on the
high road; but this time with a light heart.
an easy conscience, and a pocket furnished
with money, and a letter of introduction to
the principal of the college of Navarre in
Pans.

He arrived, and was admitted. The first
time that our young hero found himself seat
ed in a class, with a professor about to in-

struct him, was an hour of unmixed delight.
It seemed to him aa though he had neither
eyes to see, n )r ears to hear, nor memory
to retain all he wanted to learn. He came
to the banquet of science as a hungry man
would come I) a delicious feast: therefore
the progress that he made, esjecially in
Latin, was so marvellous, that his compan
ions, to commemorate it, Latinised his name,
and called him Raucs. By this name he
wss ever afterwards distinguished. But the
trials the poor boy was destined to undergo- . . i , w
we noi Jn enaea.

Hi uncle, more generous than rich, found
length that his fucds were exhausted. He

caused a letter to bo written to him contain,
inS these words: 'Leave the college, dear
Pierre; I have no nore money to send you.
You have now quit sufficient learning to
conduct your lathers trade.' ' '

Z091 More the receipt of this letter the
principal had told Ramus that in two years
more his studies wonld be completed.

'Two yean" thoutht he; 'only two years;
d 1 coast leave (he college! Oh no! I

will find some means of remaining And
nteiid t f despairing, as an ordinary boy

oght have done, Ramus applied himselt to

3,n, tim managers of the col.
lege had been seeking a servant to brush the
clothes and clean the shoes of the pupils,

uie wnges were small, and tne worn la
borious, but few candidates offered for the
piece, wlten one day a lad presented him
self, whtae appearance' greatly astonished

principal. , . i : - i

'Ramcil he cried: " Ramus! ' One of our
best pupiir offering himself m a shoe-boy-

!' '
My uncle can no 1 anger nay tor my edu- -

cation, nir, and I cannot tar to leave the
college . 1.

. , :

'.Wall, nay child, Uien rsuu aid the

master7 touched ty" Vui'anilety; 'but 'tis a

great pity. You would make a better pu-

pil than servsnt. Howi much do you ex-

pect?
Ah, I dare not say
Let us see: on account of your age and

anxiety to remain, I will increase the wages
somewhat.

Sir said Ramos with a desperate effort.

'I do not ask money; all I wish is pennis
aion to retain my place in the class, l wi
continue my studies by day, and work har
as a servant by nuht.

And when will vou sleep?' asked the
principal, greatly affected.

During the hours of recreation!" replied
the noble boy. '

What may not be accomplished by a rea
thirst for knowledge. Ramus steadily con
tinued his almost superhuman labors
mind and body; and in the end he reaped
reward. After leaving the college, he re
ceived all the honors and degrees that are
conferred on learned men; and King Hen
ry 11. named him professor of eloquence
and philosophy in the College ol t ranee,

He published several works, which sti
attest the enlargement of his mind and the
extent of his knowledge. It was he who
invented the letter V. Before his time, U
had been employed in all cases when either
letter was required.

Ramus became rich and prosperous, as
well as learned; but he did not forget his
parents, nor his old friend Louison who
had predicted that he would become a great
man nor Kichard, who was tne nrst to ue
velop his intellect, in teaching him to read
I am sorry to have to add, that Ramus per
ished in the year liTJ, in the cruel mass
ere of St. Bartholomew.

The pkb ckhta.! or poetby that will
psosAiLT endcse. When we look back
upon the havoc which two hundred years
Lava made in the ranks ol our mortals, ana
the accumulation of more good works than
there is time to peruse, we cannot help being
dismayed at the prospect which lies before
the writers of the present day. There never
was an sge so prolific ofpopular poetry as that
in which we now live. The last ten y ears
have produced, we think, an annual sup-

ply of about ten thousand lines of good
staple poetry poetry fiom the very first

hands, and as likely to be permanent as
present success can make it. Now if this
goes on for a hundred years longer, what
task will await the poetical readers of 1919
Our living poets will then be nearly as old
as Pope and bwift are at present and i

Scott, and Byron, and Csmpbell have al
ready cast Pope and Swift a good denl in-

to the shade, in what form and dimensions
axe they themselves likely to be presented
to the eyes of our great grandchildren
The thought, we own, is a little appallm
and we confess we see nothing better to
hiingine than that they may find a comfor--

table place in some new collection of
specimens the centenary of the present
Dublicauon. There shall .posterity stil
psng with rapture on the half of Campbel
and the fourth part of Byron and the sixth
of Scott and the scattered tithes of CraMe
and the three vet ctnl. of Southey whi

some good-nature- d critic shall sit in our
mouldering chair, and more than hall pre
fer them to those by whom they have been
superseded! It is a hyperbole of good na
ture. however, we fear to ascribe to them
even those dimensions at the end of a cen
tury. After a lapse of two hundred and
fifty years, we are afraid to think of the
space they may havn shrunk into. W
Dave no dhakspeaie, alas! to shed a r.ev

light on his contemporaries; and
if we continue to write and rhyme at the
present rate for two hundred years longer
there must be some new art of thorl hand
reading invented or all reading will be
given up in dpair Lord Jeffrey.

Importance or Cookebt. It U a cu
rious fact, that during the war in Spain
some forty years since, when the French
and English armies weie alike suffering
Irom the scanuness of provisions, theJFrench
soldiers kept up their strength much belter
than the English, solely because they put
such lood ns they could get to much better
account. The English soldier w ould take
up the lump of meat, and broil it on the
coals till a good nut of it was burned al
most to a cinder, though even then part of
the remainder was probably raw. The
French soldiers, on the contrary, would club
two or three together, and stew their bit3 of
meat with bread, and such herbs

.
and vege--

a w
tables as they could collect, into a savoury
and wholesome disri. bo great was

.
the dif--r

.i i.eience oetween tnese iwo ways, in their
effect on the strength and health of the sol
diers, that it was remarked that a French
army would live in a country in which
an English army would starve. Family
.tvnomw.

PrecraatfMtlaa u Priftitade.
Shun delays, they breed remorse;

Tske thy time while time ia lent thee;
Creepiag snsils hive weakeat force;

Fly thy faultiest thou repeat thae;
Good Is best whea soonest wrougbt;

Lingering labors come to nought.
Hoist ap sail wbils gale dost laat.

Tide and wind wait no man 'a pleasure;
Seek not time when time Is past;

Sober speed ia wisdom's leisure;
After wits are dearly bought,

Let thy forewit guide thy thonghL

As when around the moon the stars snriMP
Loveliest la heaven, and all ia bush'd and clear,
Whea mountain-top- s and uplands, bask i I.Vhi
And woods, and all IV athe rial depth ef night
Seems opea'd back t heav'a, and eight ia had
Of all the stars,

.
and
. ,

shepherd's hearts are wA- -

q , ,,. - , m f
ui.Mj uc uip auu river, snona

i ne xrojaa urea in trout ol loon. L. Hunt.

A King is a person, who. for anvthine- -

wutvein uio puDiic reaijy needs him, has
little else lo do but to bestow the eatinir
and drinking of excessive dainties; to set a
pompous face upon the superficial acting
ui Kwue; 10 pageant nimseu op and down
n progress among the perpetual bowings
ind cringings of an abiect peoule. on either

side deifying and adoring him for nothing
J . 1. -- 1 J . .,. . o
uvuu uini con ueserve it. juiuon. '

Tf J... - , ...
xh was a very iuat ana sensible answer

which Ageailans, the Sparatan King, re-
turned to one who asked him. "What it
was, in wnicn youth ought principally to
be instructed;" he replied, "That,' which
they have most need to practice when they
am uicii.

Sub-Ros- This comnound mtaA IS
often used in writing and conversation, as
ijnincant oi secrecy, n is said that its

derivation is as follows; anciently, the
Greeks consecrated the rose to Hin-aocrates- .

the genius of Silence. . .And either the rose
or its representation was placed upon the
ceiling of their dining-room- s, implying that
wnatever was done therein, should be kept
from the public knowledge. It was done
lub-ros- a, or under the rose. ,
; It was a golden query1 ofDr. Franklin,
In answer to one of the important letters of
Tnm Paine, that 'if men were so wicked
with. religion, 'what would they be without

' 'it.'?'"1- -

vaeM " eesTreaa' s iiiinm- -

Mabham. Death never ought to be a
painful thought with any one, because it

ought to be so common, sucn a caiiy ex
oectation.

Acsislrought not to be shrunk from
for its novelty. It is not as though we

were the fust or the seconJ of our race, or
as though we belonged to the second or to
the third generation of our kind. It is not
as though none or only a few had ever died

and we were to be of the earliest. Only
since the decease of Charlemagne, thei
have died twenty-fiv- e times a thousand mi
lions of our fellow-creature- I--

et us wee
with the bereaved that weep, and feel along
with tbote that are ill, and those that are
dying; and then down to the grave will be

like a path we know well, and too well to

be affrightened on it.
Mabham. It is not bv chance, but

through God, that we come to an end
Many ways does God speak to us creatures
of his, as in the events of life, from the Bi-

ble, and from within our hearts; and I trust
that we have listened to that Divine voice
often enough, to know the tone of it at once
and evervwhere. because, when we are
spoken to, and have our souls required o
us. wa ahall know then that we are spoken
to by the lovinz voice of our Faiher in
Heaven; and we shall answer, as 1 hope,

O. so willingly! "Lord, now lettest thou
thy servant come to thee in peace."

Acbkv. And that we shall say and fee
I hope, and no doubt we shall, if we have
often said to God before, "Thy will be

done." We live in one another faiher
and mother in their children, husband and
wife in one another, and some few friends
in one another. So that we most of us die
more than once, before we die of disease

Mabham. In the same way as Erasmus
said of his friend Sir Thomas, "it seems as
though in More I myself had been killed.

Avbin When death takes tnoee w
love, then we love death. Those who are
alone in the world are as though they had
been left for sleep; and death comes over
them like a sleep, lor they are not unwil
ing.

Makham. Not once, nor one thousand
times, but more than fifty thousand times,
have been to sleep; so that 1 ought not to
be afraid to die now. And to my feelings
the evening of life ought to deepen on to
the obscurity of the grave, as pleasantly as
dusk gets dark.

Arsis. Yea, uncle, just so; and exactly
so. There is no universal night in this
earth, and Torus in the universe, there is no
death. What is to us here night coining on
is, on the other side of the earth, night end
ing, and day begun. And so what we ca
death the angels may regard as immortal
birth; and so they do, as we may well be
lieve.

Mabham. So they do, very often, w
may be sure. In the early days of the
Christian Church, what day a Christian died
on was spoken of as that of his birth, his
birth into a higher existence.

Ac bis. Through the body and its
wants, I am held down to the earth's sur
face, and to its customs and employments.
and so I am kept out of heaven, and from
on the bosom of uod, and from the com
pany of Christ, and out of the rapture o
ihe angels.

Mabham. God help us! God make
us sure of that happiness at last! God make
us ready for it, for that joy unspeakable

Acbis. The day of our decease will he
that of our coming of age; and with our
last breath we shall become free of the urn
verse. And in some region of infinity, and
from among its splendors, this earth will be
looked back on like a lowly home, and this
lile ol ours be remembered like a shoit ap.

- L.T.prenucesnip to uaty.

Mabham. In the midst of life we are
in death.

Aubiji. And in the very middle of w hat
Spenser thought was his great work, he died;
and the lines that happened to be last from
his pen are as though thev had been meant
against his death.

For all that moveth doth ia change delight
Rut thenceforth all shall rest eternally
With Him that is the God of Sahaolh bight;

0! that great Sabaota God, grant me that S
bath'e eight.

Now, in the very midst of his work, ia
not it as though the poet s hand had been

i .uiiiuusciuusiy guiuea into writing a prayer
against tne ueam mat was just upon himT

M abbam. In the midst of his diligence
he longed for heaven; and that instant, it
opened to him. Some might call this
chance; but 1 would not, nor would any.
miiia., wiiu novo uvea piously and watch
fully; for such persons know the power
prayer una to Dring us nign to Uod, and they
IraiA.M w.u. Lt! aijuw uuw uuiiness can renne, almost into
film, what separates our souls from the Son
they live in; and so they know that, even
in this eaith, something of the licht
heaven is possible, in some minds.

Ai'Eia. Deer uncle, you have said what
I quite agree with; and it is a great truth.

lUABiAM. Uhver. do you remember
any other authors who have died and le
unfinished works behind them? Thera
must be many; but I cannot remember snvr .l v
Ul U1CIU--

Acbw. Jean Paul Ricbter died, leav.
: j i. ' . . ...
iuS ueniua mm manuscript be had not
been able to finish. It was on the immor
tality of the soul. And so while rinn
ing his faith in sn hereafter, Richter went
away into the knowledge of it. Frederick
Schlegel left incomplete what was to have
oeen tne second part of bis greatest work.
He was seized with death at his wrulna.

o.L 1 .L - . O
auu uio ins wora ne wrote was Bat

And that is a word death scratches with his
dart, at the end or the record of every life.
A man's eyes are shut; his breath is stopped;
his last words are spoken, and have been
written in the book of God's remembrance-but- ,

ay, "but after this, the judgmenL"
Death means blessedness, and it man n--r.
rlifinn mk!.L M . i ... 1uuu ..mm meaning it anaii have lor
ua is icu wr ourselves to fix. There is giv

v. i pages, ior our lives
ui oe written on; but they are riot quite
wmun auu II WO Will Writ fn ihm icr...
side, then we write our condemnation with
our own hands: for at the bottom r .i...
page it is written beforehand .R,,r .r...
mis, peruiuon.

Perseverance in a rishtenna
under the direction of reason, tatnniu
name or constancy, and is numbered among
the virtues: but when mmu1 ni ,1..... iuiu uio ncr
VlCa ininmrn .J 1.1 . i ., V " . guouou oh rjy rashnessna lony, it is called obstinacy, andean
tcou 10 notning but ruin.

It won't do to be so devoted ta a tenAor.
iou wuc, as to comply mn icitlv .hi.

her request when she asks you, "now tum-
ble over the cradle and break your neck
my dear won't you?"

Phidias made the statue of Vn,,.. pit.
with one foot open the shall of. ia,:..va cat tvi tVIOO. Jsignify two great duties of a virtuous

nrnt n

.1 l - ' ' Jk Sti flawtrUt. I

In Manchester, we are told in the Daily

News, it is the custom of the criminal class

to celebrate the liberation of a comrade by

a day of carousal. They wait at the door

of the prison, carry him off in Uiumph.and

thus guard against any extraordinary
any exception to the general

rule, which might occur to save him. But

of late years, it seems, an opposition has

suited; an influence of an opposite kid is

lying in wait, and now and then a brand is

plucked from the burning. This opposing

force, it msy be thought, is the respectable

class of Manchester, who have thus array,

ad themselves against the criminal class.

Alas! no. The good angel is a solitary in-

dividual a humble workman in a foundry,

who obeys the Divine impulse without

knowing why; and without a theory or a

olan. neutralises alike the destinies of the
Lw and the allurements of the law-breake-

This individusl is Thomas Wright, an
old man of threescore-and-te- n, and the fath

er of nineteen children. The following

account is given Ly the paper we have men-

tioned of the way in which his attention
was first attracted to the prison world:

There wss a man of a sailoi-lik-e appear
ance wbo had got work at the foundry as
laborer: ha was a steady and industrious
workman, and had obtained the favorabl
notice of Mr. Wright. One day the em

ployer came and asked if be (Wright) was
aware that they had a returned transport in
the place? He had learned that the sailor
was such. Mr. Wright desired to be a
lowed to speak with the man. and ascertai
the fact. Permission was given; and dur
ing the day he took a casual opportunity
not to excite the suspicions ol the othei

workmen, of saying to the man, 'My
friend, where did you work last? 'I've
been abroad was the reply. The man
w as not a liar. After some conversation
he confessed, with tears in his eyes, that he
had been a convict. He said he was de
sirous of not falling into ill courses, and
kept his secret, to avoid being refused work
if he told the truth. Wright was con
vinced that in the future he would act hon
estly, and repairing to their common em
ployer, begged, as a personal favor, that the
man might not be discharged. He even
offered lo become bourn for his conduct
This was ten years ago; and the prejudice
against persons who had ever broken the
law was more intense than it is now. There
were objections; and other partners hsd to
be consulted in so delicate a matter. Great
nuu.bers of men were employed in the
foundry; and should the matter come

i as a a i a

their knowledge, it would have the appear
ance to them of encouraging crime. Thii
was on the djy of paying wages for the
week. Before night, however, Wright had
trie satisfaction to obtain a promise that,
upon his responsibility, the convict should
be kept. The following day Wright went
to look alter his protege be was gone.
On inquiring, he found he had been paid
off and discharged the previous night. It
was a mistake. The first orders for his dis-
missal had not been countermanded, and
gone he was. air. v rght at once sent
off a messenger to the man's lodging
oring mm oacK. 10 me lounury. tie re
turned only to say the man had left his
loggings at five o'clock in ihe morning,
with a bundle containing all his property
under his arm. in short, notwiihstandin
every effort of this benevolent person to
find him, the poor convict was never more
heard of.

This incident made Mr. Wright thin
as well as feel. The case was only a sol
tary one. He had been attracted to the
man by the mere circumstance of their
passing a portion of the day at the same
work; but were there not hundreds of othe

C I . I -
tB?e, ui mum exigence, wmch had as
strong a claim upon bis sympathy? He
went to the New Bailey, and conversed
with the prisoners, passing with them hi;
only day of rest Sunday. The jealousy
with which the authorities at first viewed
his proceedings was gradually changed in
vj aj'iHwuuiiuu, auu ai leugin wneo a pris-
oner was about to be discharged, he was
aoKea ii ne could nnd the man a situation,
lie did so. 'This was the commencement
ol his ministry of love. In ten veara from
ihat time he has succeeded in rescuing ud--...... 1 t I J l Xwaius ui uirec uuuurea persons irom the
career of crime. Many of these cases are

j rvu"' 'cw, iiiueeu, nave re
lapsed into crime. He has constantly fiv
or six on his list, for whom he is look In
out for work. Very frequently be persuades
the former employer to give the erring
buwuici uioi. oumc uuies ne becomes guar
antee for their honesty and good conduct
for a poor man, in considerable sums 2(1
w x.ou. in only one instance has a bontl
so given been forfeited, and that was a vera

t"l i . . .case, ne large majority keep
. . .. .1 T .1. i . rmen piaica witu creuu to themselves and

to their noble benefactor. Moat of ir.m
for Mr. W'right never loses sight of a man
he has once befriended, through his own
negieci attend church or Sundae KlB(lhrA tn thai I.ID rxA- -n l I . ...Uiiain.c pieugvs, ana live
iiunesi ana repuiaoie lives.... And all ih;. ;.
.1 m " " as. sv
me worn ol one unaided, poor. uninfliwn.
ual old man! What, indeed.

i . i ... . ouu wcro ue guieu wiin the fortune and the
social position ol a Howard;

ClBCASSIA. Circasaia ia a mmml;.A.,.
but very fine and beautiful country, lorder--

."S upvu mo uiacs: aea at it Eastern extremitv. It i

sian territory lying toward this extremity of- .uauc, auu interposes its lofty moun-
tains and fertile valleva bat
of Russia and those more level and less
wuu countries toward the Euphrates and

16,'a y-- w me aim ol this ambitious
wwer, iussia, io Decome noir ;r u. . ii ., . itan, oi an we realms contiguous to the
e,ack Sea n, U....sides. On one aid tK
11' - If H 1 .m.wuu nas aireadv laid h . .l.Danubian Provinces, on !VToM.... ' -- '",ITT II JJUi- -
Kar aiiacnia, and is, on thia side, there-for- e,

fast advancing toward Constantinople.
v,.v Vau cuaiave me uacts Jyin on

the southern coast of thU 9L
j , t uiusi, auu--
uu ana pass the fine people wbo hold Cir.
cassia a race, in physical requisites, the
finest specimen of men now to be found on
Una globe, and of courage and activity un-
surpassable. Against these- - nohU K.,
offending people th, Muscovite serfs have
uuw, ,or many years, been carrying on,cruelly, bloody, but fruitless wars. Aiquarter it given; and the amount of lives
u hoi nown, excepting that, generally,
t is very great. It is believed rh t.t:

bailiff , lOflnMa r.iT.... .1 ...v.., i.uiur, OilUFRLDpr inli
count, not less than 200.000 R;. r.
have lei their bones amonr th ;!.
ses; and this without gaining
that is tenable. The Cr rJuZZZZ
of this murderous conflict, tries to stop allaccess by sea to Circawia TAn
dardoFrtcdowi.

Worren love flowers, and flowers are
ke women, in their heautr and ir

so Ihey ought to 'grow up together. No
flower-garde- n looks complete without a wo--man in li, ana no woman ever aenm

rrorn''VisiUtoM(aaterie.i,ttrr
aveey enUrtainiDj bonk of travels i

Caraon, we make the annexed extract;

: tie was a magnificent looking t
'

thirty o thirty-fiv- e years of age w: "

eyes, and long black hair axij'bej'
we sat together in the evenine in t'
cient room, by the light of one dua tlamp, with deep shades thrown acr-"-fa- ce

and figure I thought he wouliX
uoade an admirable
basua.de! Fiornbo. llSStjjersauon.il hmHh he had learned luSL"

monk, having
f the pemnsula 0f Mount AthoT J?

pareru. and most of the inhahiunu ofvillage where he was born wmeh.Koumena,butiUnme or
not know-- had been massacred during JZ
revolt or disturbance. So he had ul!
old, but he remembered nothing about?
he had been educated in a school in

Trf t'" moDa4t"i. nd S
paseed on the HoleMountain; and this, he s-- id, wu the cii

with very msny other monk. He did au(eraember his mother, and did not seem
quiia sure that he ever bed one; he hsd
utver seen a womsn, u0r had he any idea

hat sort of things women were, or what
Jjey looked hke. He asked me whether
they resembled the pictures of the PMa,ia
the Holy irjin. which hatg in t? '
church. Now those who are converwcl
with the peculiar conventional represents
lions of the Blessed Virgin in the piciureif the Greek church, which are all exact!?
alike, stiff, hard and dry, without any tL
pearance of life or emotion, will arree iJ
me that they do not afford a very fjvorat,;,
idea of the grace or beauty of the (air ierand that there was a difference of app,
ance between black women, Circassian
and thise of other nations, which was, ho
ever, diGcult to describe to one who had
never seen a lady of any race. H, 1

tened with great interest while I told hiax
ihat all women were not exactly like ihe
picture he had seen, but 1 did not think it
chsntsble to carry on the conversation far-
ther, although ihe poor monk seemed to
hase a strong inclination to know more of
that interesting race of beings from whose
society he tad been so entirely debarred
I often thought afterwards of tk singular
lot of this manly and noble looking monk-whethe- r

be is still a recluie, either ia the
monastery or in his mountain farm, with
its little moss-grow- n chapel a ancient a
the days of Constanline; or whether he tw
gone out into the world, and mingled in its
pleasures and its cares."

r.
Beauty is sn presence. I;

anfolds in the numberless lloweis of the
ipring. It waves in the branches of tie
trees and the green blades of grass. It i- -t

haunts the depths of the earih and sea, and
gleams oct in the hoes of the shell and the
precious stone. And not only these minute
objects, but the ocean, the mountains, the
clouds, the heavens, the stars, the rising and
telling sun, all overflow with beauty. Tfce
universe is its temple; and those men, vho
are alive to U, cannot lift ihe'.r eyes withoa
feeling themselves encompassed with it on
every side. Now this beauty is so precious,
the enjoy menu it gives are so refined and
pure, so congenial with our tecderest and
noble feelings, and so akin to worship, that
it is painful to think of the multitude ot
men aa living in the midst ol it, and living
almost as Liind to it, as if, instead of dns
fail eartii ami glutious sky, they were
tenants of a dungeon. An itdaiie joy is
lost to the world by the want of culture of
this spirit ual endowment. S jppoe tbat I
were to visit a cottage, and to see it walls
lined with the choicest pictures of Raphael,
and every spare Look filled v statues of
the most exquisite workmanship, and that I
were to l.rn, ihat neither man, woman,
nor child ever cast an eye at thtse mimcies
of art, hov should I feel their privation;
how should I want to open their eyes, and
to help then to comprehend and feel the
loveliness and grandeur which n vain court,
ed their notice! But every husbaadajan is

living in sight of the work of a divicer

Artist, and bow much would his existence
be elevated, could he see the glory wh:h
shinea forth in their forms. Lues, propo-
rtions, and moral expression! I have spoken
only of the beauty of nature, but how math
of this mysterious charm is found in the ele-

gant arU, and especially in literature? Tb
best books have most beauty. The eret-es- t

truths are wronged if not linked m'.'JL

beauty, and they win their way niot surely

and deeply into the' soul when arrayed in

this their natural and fit attirj. oa-- no

man receives the true culture of a o.an, a
whom the sensibility to the beautiful is not

cherished; and I know of no condition in

life from which it should be excluded. Of
all luxuries, this is the cheapest and most

at hand; and it seems to me to be most

to those conditions, where coarse

labor tends to give a grossness to the wind.
From die diffusion of the sense of beauty

in ancient Greece, and of the la for music

in modern Germacv. w e learn it at the peo

ple at large may partake of re Lied jraui
cations, which have hitherto been thought

to be necesanrily restricted to a few.

Alienor or a PlICISS Mj. --I
good story is told by the Belfast Journal of

a college professor as follows: "He was

one of your precise men, who measured off

sentences as a clerk does choice ribbons.

The good professor took it into his head to

relieve the monotony of his existence by an

aquatic excursion. The bost was unlor-tanate- ly

capiised near the shore, and hs

was put in a fair way to test the virtue of

PriesniU s theory. He was averse to Bas
ing any uncouth outcry, and had gone do

twice without saying a word; but just as

his occiput was disappearing a third time.

he rolled on his back, and blowing hke a

porpoise, exclaimed, rather louder lha
usual, "It is tnticipated that some one ill

throw me a rope'"

Osieix or Ouasssls. The sweetest.
the most clinging affection is often shaken

by the slightest breath of unkindness, as the

delicate rings and tendrils of the vine are

agitated by the faintest air ihat blows in

summer. An unkind word from one be--

oved often draws blood from many a heart

which would defy the battle-ax-e of haired.

or the keenest edga of vindictive satire.

Nay, the shade, the gloom of the fsce --

miliar and dear awakens grief and pain.
These are the little thorns which, though men

of a rougher form may make their ws

through them without feeling much, ex-

tremely incommode persons of a aoore re-

fined turn in trir iotirnev through life; sna

make their traieUng irksoms and unpless-ta- L

Jewish tlhrtnidt.

IT rral ir. and not unpleasant.
who is guarded by poverty and guided by

ova.

.What ia beUsr than Presence cfMIfiJi
Railwaj Accjdcnt,t


